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sickly expression, the eyes without lashes, the pallor of the faces which
seem always to have been sheltered from the sun. Strange work, which
I like not only for its pictorial qualities, though they are very gripping
for anyone who deigns to look at it attentively. A certain unevenness
of technique between the faces and the still-life parts, . . ,
The Van der Weydens seem to me more wonderful than ever.
Charles Du Bos's great reluctance to use the words romantic and
classical seems suddenly clear to me upon reading the postscriptum by
his revered master Walter Pater (to Appreciations). For does not
Pater see in Murger one of the most perfect representatives of French
romanticism?
However good (though too subtle) may be the study of Words-
worth, I prefer and am more interested in the one on Coleridge.
Paris, 3 October
Yesterday, back from Brussels by motor. Dreadful weather. I read
almost without interruption. Dusty Answer by Rosamund Lehmann
strikes me as much better than Daphne Adeane;^ but yet I don't
know whether I shall go on to the end. How easy it would have been
for me to get the approval of the majority by writing Les Faux-Mon-
nayeurs in the accepted fashion of novels, describing persons and
places, analyzing emotions? explaining situations, spreading out on the
surface everything I hide between the lines, and protecting the reader's
sloth!
Went to meet Curtius at the H6tel Foyot; he is with an unknown
lady, whom he does not introduce to me. I take the two of them to the
Grill-Room on the Place Medicis. Foie gras, creamed mushrooms,
heady wines, many cigarettes. On getting home (I had not yet taken
time to stop off at rue Vaneau), I find a copious mail and have not the
good sense to put off reading it until the next day. Awful night; well
deserved. Curtius more delightful than ever.
Impossible to find m my library the books for which I have the
most urgent need.
Certain days (today, for instance) life has such a bad taste that
one would like to be able to spit it out.
6 October
Quickly a few lines before going to bed and solely in order not to
let go; and because tomorrow, leaving for Cuverville, I shall not find
a moment.
44 A novel by Maurice Baring.Aziz thinks F. has married